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Pﬂlﬂ left the studio, where he
= had been painting steadily for
Bours, and stepped out into the gar-
den. It was full moon; he blinked
under the high sun and stretched,
still a little dazed from his long
plunge in tofl; he inhaled full the
perfume of roses.

A short distance from him, on the
odge of the driveway, was a big,

By James Hopper

ment was a double one. Hundreds of
thousands of the small carapaced ecrea-
tures wers marching from the hole to the
hedge ; but aa many were marching from
the hedge to the hole; they threaded
their way In and out of each other's
course, the two movements interpene-
trating each other. And bringing bis
long nose still lower, Peter saw that all
thia had a character of panie and dis-
may ; that, had this multitude not been

Bole—dug, he surmised, to receive |
some transplanted bush, lilac or
magnolia. Water, trickling from a |
Bose that stretched like a black |
snake across the lawn, was making
of this excavation a small lake. Peter
stepped to the little gurgling lake,
and sat himself contentedly near its
bank. A small lake sufficed Peter;
hbe did not need a big one.

It was lovely here. The water
sang; slowly, it rose; the flowers
perfumed; Peter’s soul dilated de-
liciously. Far above, in the blue,”a
hawk cireled. I

But this did not last. Within the
cirale of Peter's carefully established
vacuum a small hard thing began to
intrude. The rasp of a rake, there
behind the hedge, at his back. His
face darkened and puckered.

He knew who was raking there
behind the hedge. Not only did he
know; with that implacable vision
given to him with life, he also saw.

It was hiz wife who was there be-
hind the hedge raking. And though
behind the hedge, which was at his
back, he saw her.

He knew exactly how she looked
there, behind the hedge. She had on
the wrapper with the big flower
pattern; it was tied around her with
a cord at the end of which was a
worn tassel, Underneath the soiled
white hem showed of the gown she
had worn in the night—for from
her bed she had gone to her garden.
Her bare feet were in old brown
slippers; there would be streaks of

tried to ensconce himeelf, From
. th his slap a small ant dropped
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James Hopprr atarted  his
literary career on a San Fran-
cisco newspaper. In 1015 he
went to France aa a war corre-
spondent. In 1516 he yeturned
1o this country, and went to the
Merican border 1weith the Amervi-
can Army. When we entered

to France, atill as a correapond-
ent, but he joined in the fight.
ing, going over the top with the
Tirenty-elghth Infantry ot
Canéir 'y, He nays thaot thia
i8 his wain war feat, but that in |
co'lcge he played football, |

|
wet ground across the part of the

feet which showed between the
flaccid slippers and the soiled gown. |

They pressed the earth, these feet,
firmly; set down well apart in a|
golid wide base; they pressed it fa-
miliarly. They might—he had seen |
that—be sunk, in their flaccid slip- |
pers, into soft manure, unshrink-

ingly. | .

Her hair would be tied tight in a |
small knot behind. She squatted
often over some seed, some weed.
£he was like a strong thick coolie of |
the rice paddies.

Peter's face puckered still more.
Not with anger, not with disgust,
but with a sort of mournful helpless-
ness. Then, abruptly, another vision
came to him. He saw her as she
had been years ago.

She was waiting for him at a stile,
on the far edge of 8 golden field. She
was slender, fragrant and soft. Her
pretty frock was cut low at the neck;
the beginning of her virgin breasts
swelled deliciously there. And her

| excavation dug in the garden, from be-

| chambers,

| whool,

the World War he again went 1

L

One of t

denled volce, a great confused clamor
would e rising from it to his high- |
perched ear. |

Of these hastening from the vicinity
of the excavation, every one was laden. |
Carrylng it high in their mandibles for |
short exhausting runs, or dragging it
flercely after them; over sticks that
were great logs to them, or pebbles
that were Himalayas; skirting or plerce
Ing clumpa of grass which wers impene-
trable jungle, they bore each a small
whitish thing which looked like a grain,
which, in fact was a graln—the grain,
the 1ife spark, the existence itself of this
agitated nation,

Peter ran a glance backward over
their march and found its starting
point., The ants had all emerged, they
were emerging, from five small holes
near the exeavation; five little holes
smaller than the hollow of a wild-oat
straw, Out of them, ceaeelessly, in a
constant trickle, they appeared into
the sunlight, carrring on high before
them, as the monk does the crosa, the
sncred larva; or, backing up, fiercely
snatching it along after them. Here
those of the army who marched the re-
verse way, and which all wers without
burden, met those that were coming
out and, letting them pass, after & mo-
ment's  hesitation during which they
seemed to be calling to themselves all
their courage, resolutely plunged head
first down into the earth. Peter now
understond. He was the witness, the
goid-like withess of just such a catas-
traphe ns, in the tenebrons pust, again
and ngain had nearly wiped out his own
kind. The water, which was filling the |

low had established communlieation with
the eity of the ants. It was rising
slowly down in there; slowly, myster-
fously, inexorably: filllng the lowest
rieing along the galieries,
bursting into halils: and the popula-
tion, in mute uproar, was feeing its
crumbling clty. hugging tight to (tselfl
its lifs kernel.

Peter's henrt thumped and his brain
flamed. He saw clearly the great un-
dergronund clty, its vast balls and Jim |
secret chambers, its interveined ;nller-!
fes vibrant with peril and disaster, Te |

| beard the sullen roar of sudden in- |®urvivors of a terrible disaster,

rushing waters. Walls fell In lm-m-'

| lnkes, ceilings collapsed, foors sucked |®Wept to ht.rrrl.ble death, They are safle, |
| in, and thousand upon thousand every | bearing with them the future life of

second died, He «aw the stubborn eitl= |
zens, In this Immense dissolution of all

|tho_\' had ever been sure of, tenaciously flond, standing at lust on high ground,

toillng to snateh from this cataclysmie
threat tlie future of the race, the gralns
which were the concentrated promise of
future generations. Down  there, at

|
| every hourt beat, thousands died a sac-

rificial death: down there, under
ground, a great holocaust was taking
place, made splendid by & myriand hero- |
Peter hecame much excited;

Ism. he

| RUT a broon, a big, capable garden prog, ‘rusty-red ribbon of carapaced

broomn now plaoted itself down at |
lix =ide; and without lopking at more |

He saw her as she had been vears ago. She was waiting for him
cut low at the neck: the beginning of her virgin breasts swelled deliciously there. And her eyes, turned up 4e-him, were a little wet,

as Venus is

than the broom, which he could see out!and there, a lone squirming small spot
of the corner of hiz eve, he knew that  indented into the ground; and on the
his wife was standing by. | surface of the water in the sxcavation,
“Look, Daier."" he said, inviting her | a film made of dust, dead and mangled
to share hls emotion. “Look at the' ants, anil eggs,
ants." I"or o moment, stupor alone possessed
There was a moment's silenca up Peter, He had, daring his contemploa-
there. Then: *“*Ants! [ should think tion, shrunk himself to the size of the
there were! Why, they'll get into the ants; or, rather, he had swelled them
house ! Let's kill them!" to his dimenslons: go that the terrific
He stretched out his hand and turned eompleteness of the execution performed
his fingers around the broom handle, | by these thres slinple sweeps of a simnle
“(irt down here with me and look,”" he | broom left him profoundly astonished.
said, “It's an  oxtraordinary sight. Then, as the daze left him, a vlolence
It's llke Sodom, Babylon, Atlantis all|teok its place. He faced her, he wanted
rolled Into one!"’ to speak, and he knew that wuat ne
“Yes—und they'll be m the pantry, | wanted to say was something frrepar-
next, It'll be Babylon in the pantry,  able. But no words came: hin thront
Come——Iet’'s sweep them off.' was altogether tight, his mind a whirl-
The broom stirred in his hand; he|ing blank,
detained it. “Dun't. They are the
They
have seen thousands of their mates

ETER turned on his heel and walked
. away. He walked out of the garden
and up the path which led to the vil-
lnge. In the village was a place where
one eould drink: the plan at the back

of his head was simple enough. H-
would go to that piace :mur drink;

their nation, Why, It would be as if
men escaped from a city destroyed b

naked, exbausted, but alive, saw now

&

he Series o

at a stile.
at dawn

A reservolr deep within him began |
to surge. It was a reservolr which
bad been filling there in the darck, drop
by drop, for years. Several times It
had surged ps it was now doing. But |
only with a tentative pulsing which {Iirl|
not reach the rim. Now ench surge
brought the accumulated reserve higher.
Like some alchemist's brew boiling nll,!
the fira, it rose mnearer the margin,
collapsed and rose agaln. Dut each of
its ebullitions wnas ralsing it higher;
nenrer to the film which curtained his
consciousness from the dark secrets be-
nenth; nearer his clear conscionsness;
nearer his mouth—his tongue, his lips.

And suddenly, with a new effort, it
had done it—it had brin.med! Clearly
he heard the words spoken In the silent |
sunlight. The little glade resounded to |

them, spoken loud.

“Cruel—and stupid!"*

That was it. **Cruel and stupid!"’

Three times hie heard the words spoken
before complete understanding senrched
out his heart. And then, to this full
comprechension, he felt his legs wohble
and abruptly sat down in a Jittle mound
of grass,

drink till he fell Jike an ox struck by
the slaughtering hammer, DBut that
fixed point of intent within him was|
small within the turmoil he had be- |
come, He felt as if polsoned, abso- |
lutely poisoned, HIis head was hot, he
trembled ; and a singular part of him,
detached and wralth-like, hovering
ahove him looked down with amazement !
nt his state,

He had seen something so eclearly;
he had felt {t &0 poignantly—the minute |
cosmic tragedy of lfwan ants, Hnd she
‘*“"'?' nothing at all?
ing

upon them the mountain falling!"
“It won't be a mountain," :~1|e sald,
“It will be a broom !

““Hold on: walt,"”" he pleaded hure
riedly, trying a more intimate appeal,
“Let me wateh them. Dalsy—wait—
I'm getting something out of it! Let
me watch jt!”

But the broom was now out of his|
hand, and in three, four seythe-like |
strokes, the thing was done. Of the|

pullulating life  steetched neross the |
drive, there waos nothing left but, here |

Had she felt noth- l

He remained seated thus, immobile,
his eyes fixed phead as if upon a ghost,

So this is what it had come to nfter
nll thoze years. To thie be bad come
after all those years.

To those words, spoken not merely of
the lips, but explosively expelled by
his entirely certain belng, every drop,
every cell, every nerve.

These words, finnl judgment.

“Cruel—and stupld!"

HE glade wns very quiet in the sun,

She was slender, fragrant and soft.

Her frock was

hummed abont his head, vague, forme
less, buzzing thoughts, circling and
cireling. But always fixed in the cen-
ter was the kernel fact. \

“Crael and stupid’—that 15 what he
had ealled her.

It seemed to him that a long time
had passed when suddenly, llke a
mirage descendad from the sky, an
image came clearly before his eyes.

It was that plcture of her as she
had been years ago. Standing at the
stile on the edge of the golden field, |
with her red mouth, her dewy star-like
ever, her gentle breasts,

He contemplated this long, and then
waa:foreed to ask himself a question.

As she stood there, that time long
agn, 80 pretty, so tender and so warm,
and his arms ached, was she then,
nlready, what today de had called her?

.lf that were true, then woman were
indeed terrible,

But if not true—whnat then?

A strange new kind of discomfort took
poseession of him; his mind, as If af-
frighted, shied to one side, tried to
haolt, He forced it buck to the path.
“Congider,"’ he said to his mind. **Con-
slder—yon must consider that,'

Her life, tmmedintely, passed by him
in one strenk. Her life since thelr two
lives had been side by side.

He squirmed.

A drab life it was, a drab steeak of
1ife. Poverty—to <dullness—monotony
—smnllness,

And loneliness,
lonelinesa.

He? He had been abrorbed. He had
heen eombing and brushing and slesk-

Yes, very probably,

and insects hummed, Thoughts also

ing and curling his soul. He had been
n coxcomb of the soul!
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He had cultivated it, enciched 1t. He
had golored it, chisaled it, cherished it.
Like a dlamond cutter absorbed, with:
out cease he had ground it to new iri-
desceénces,

He had climbed a hill, ceasslessly
¢limbed a bill earrying his soul. And
left hers down there like a stone. And
time had worked jta will upon the aban-
doned soul. Duller and duller it had
become with layer upon layer of dull
time.

ETER did not go up to the village.

. When he rose after a while, it was
toward home he made his way, at first
on hesitant feet which little by little
quickened thelr gait as a foolish fear
pricked him.

He found ber lying aeross her bed, her
head, face down, framed within the in-
tertwinement of her arms and her long
loosened hair. She was asleep; by the
gentle slow pulsing of her, he knew she
was paleep.

Her cheek was flushed and brulsed;
she had been weeping.

One 100k at her, one glance about the
voom, and he knew exactly what had
happened ; saw 1t as though it had hap-
pened bafore his eyes.

Bhe had come in hurriedly: hurrledly
she had bathed and begun to dress. Bhe
bad 1aid out fresh, best thinge. Home
already clothed her; others were nbout,
scattered on chairs, acrosa open draw-
ers.
She had gone about doing Yhis in a
trepidation of haste, as & child dea-
perately hastens who has been threat-
ened by its parents with being left be-
hind. And hurrying, she had been ery-
ing; sobs had sounded in thi=s lonely
room as she hurried.

Finally, to a larger burat of woe,
coming probably from some 1ast smnall
straw (perhaps one of her shoes had
refused to button, or some hook had been
fotind without an eye, or fome ribbon
bad slipped back into its sheath) she
had thrown herself across the bed to
give way, altogether uncontralled. And
weeping thus, bad fallen asleep.

Standing there, his eyes upon this
past scene which he saw o well, Peter
remembered that which he ever prom-
{éed himself to remember and which
ever he forgot. That she was a child.
After all, but a chlld,

As In the days when she had walted
for him at the stile, 8o now she was 'a
child. The rest—the robust matron's
ready, almost rough assurance; ita firm
contempt for all that which was haze
and halo and opalescence and not core
—all that was mere {ront. She was a
child.

He should remember that always. (0]}
course, he should always remember it.

ETER lay down by his wife, and

found her hot lips, and‘awakened
her: she clutched at him convulelvely.

They murmured together: *'I'm sorry,
Peter: 1'm sorry.”

Then later: ‘‘Peter, you do so mad-
den me at times, dear. With your airs
—mno, T don't mean that. But you do
shut the door upon me, Peter—you do
shut me out so much!"

8till later: **And Peter, you are of
those that like the flowers but not the

gardening.
“Polished floors,
ing." "
“T know., denr. I know.
“Pater, listen: T am of the earth. 1
You're always somewhere up
above.""

“1 know, dear. Not far above, elther.
A fool place, in between. I know.''

but not the pelish-

JACK O’ JUDGMENT

By Edgar Wallace

on Married Life by the Best American Fiction Writers

“I aceept, T am Ketting old,
:;!d.-'l.'ﬂil Peter, I Am *ﬂ]lﬂ"

Bhe whispered mow, ¢
."H’. wl’m"n:‘;o dial" "

¢ her closer

desolate helplessness had .et:: , i

“You, You are '
Petér! How you ahyt 3
fight! Trying to hold what
beld. And bating me becansy I 4
For I can't, Peter, I can'tin |

This a child? A strange chilg, 3
a child. Bince In children !" {
dom. Was this wisdom? A e
révolt tightened his hears, i '

But she was weeping 3
softly apainst his breast ;
gathered her in his am.. [
this gesture felt a new ll'r':" ' )
ness fill him, A tenderneqy
not only for her, but for many '
for the whole world, The whels &

nd, peering world which coulsr

n;’ ltrlljhh Ee:-.ed which could Ot seq o
which su dim]
pot delirium, At

N/ PAR the end of the .
dny, Peter
once more alone i u.: :

what had passed fn the apr e
felt sometbing like embarey
slight distaste, that strangy
we feel whenever we hay ‘
gesture of plumbing Jifa's " |
depths. As if there wers - l
wrong about ft, something y v
ut;f lfe were meant to be Ilna'
gcther on the surfac
surface, T iy

He felt the need of le

vity.
:::‘t. ::rhupl. made him rt:  the
i the ants which h
gln:ln'l of the lfurnoor:d na o
slight broese, ruflin

:m: ;::ahod together the du'ntm o

n ® egew in a / !
againsc a. bapk. eital dond g

*“Where did the
himeself,

He and bis wite hg -
ons of those complat: :?::]:" is
a8 it by wome natural Jaw
almost at certain Intervalg )
state of hostility into whieh they 4ad
slipped, through a crjsfs to nd.
gentleness of ench othe::. Th
happy enes more, Datsy and be,
what about the ants? Where m .
come in? It was over their backs g
had happened, They had paid foe I
DI:n't they count at all? - '
n idea come to hiin, :
face to tie skics. e -
Whenever he did thin,
painter that he was, he was much me
apt to visualize the old, famillar G
deities than any more abstract, siadk
and torrible god. 8o he did m.. ;
A fog had come in from the L1
made a low floor of the heavens, a8
on that floor, Peter fmagined ihl
walking—Zeus, Hera, the whole
democratic, famillar, with robes a [k
disordered and wreaths a littls afy
He halled them. :
‘“Heigh, up there, Zeun, Hera, Vams
all of you, tell me, please! {
“When, down here, the earth sh
mountains slide, or the sea overflows
""'When, down here, there {3 g Nad

flood, 8 Ban Franciseo earthquel
when China dances and Saint Plem
with one belch of its voleano i blasisl
es this mean, merely, that'®
there, where you dwell, soms
marital difficulty is being resolved?”
But_from the gray celing—cellis
him, floor to them—there cams no
swer whatever, So Deter onded (M
day knowing not much more thas M
had at the begmning. And in thl
state, smiling a philosophical
turned his stern townrd the house, il
the dinner which his good little will
had there just put down for him,
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WHO'S WHO IN THE STORY
COLONEL DAN BOUNDARY,
coarse-grained bul unoannily
ieoder of o gang ol crooks, hoa become
alarmed ot receipt of a kinave of clubs,
stgmad “Jack o' Judymenl,'' alter several
of his exploits, all of which are subtly
deviaed to enrich Rim sotthout visking the
law's penalties, Ho tries to disarm kus-
pieions pgathering around him by com-

laining lo

8 AF‘FOEU KING, of the London Crim-
inal_Intelligence Force,

PINTO SILVA, a sleel man about towr,
forees his attintions on an actress, who
rrtuiu Jim, Khn in _

MAI&LE WHITE, daughter of 8clly White,
une of the gang wha wisheas to retire,
She {3 mm-u:.-.f in Stoford,

LOLLIE MARRH, o doll-faced but rgrr'rr
pirl, who acts os “vamp'’ of the biack-

mal'ia @an
SWELL'"™ L‘gEWE'. once a genflemar,

now o crook, P
HAT was Snow Gregory's real
name? If he cou'd find that, he

find Jack o' Judgment.

Slowly, as though with a sense that
the great discovery wos jmminent, he
tore open the letter and pulled out the
three foolseap pages which, with a cov-
ering mote, constituted the contents.
There were two lists of names of gradu-
ates who had paseed out in the vear |
which, it 8now Gregory gpoke the truth
in n moment of unusual confidence, was
the year of his leaving.

The colonel's finger traced the lines
one by one, and he finished fhe first
list without discovering a name which
was familiar. He was half way through

fat,
clever

eyes, turned up to him, were a little | 5 .0 jumped.
and the | Le

wet, as Venus is at dawn,
red chalice of her lips was slightly
opened.

ETER squirmed uneasily ; the help-

leas desolation deepened still on his
face.

But & sbharp prick at his right calf
eade him deliver a large slap there.
Ldfe from all sides was sttacking the
of reverie in which so snugly

od to the ground, But she was
the .3“. ul ut. Ahlu ?rn:y of
ts was pa close to his feet; so
, In (‘:et. rl'ﬂat ther awirled about
utnmlt'n as a host, following
, doubles some rocky El Capl-
r hastily withdrew his feot
Pevs
's

Dot

. #tretehing his rather

“:m:c?o; l:' oliserve what

., And obssrving, soon

welf utterly from the
the drl from tham;le“'atl

b excavation

welﬁ m’-’&uu bad made a luke,

the hedge, the ants
'.E‘x rulty-nrrlbhon. At

remin

the second st when he stopped and his '
For fully three minutes |
sat glaring st the paper open-

monuthed, » Then: ” |

“‘Merciful heaven!'' he whispered. |

He sat there for the greater part of
an hour, his chin on hir hand, his eves
lued to the name. And nll the time
|'m. active mind was running back
through the years, piecing together the
evidence which enabled him to identify
Jack o' Judgment without any shadow
of doubt.

He rose an went to his bookcase and
took down volume after volume. They
were mostly reference books, and for
some time rm poarched In vain, Then
he found & year book which gave him
the data he wanted and he brought it
back to the table and acribbled a few
notes. Th:r he read through and care-

Iy burned.

‘uilfnbﬁnllh.d his labors with a bright
look ip his eye and strutted Into in
badroom teén years younger In appear-
ance than he had been that afterncon.
He put out all the lights and sat for
a_ little while In the shadow of the
cifttain, w-u-hini the street from the
open window, t the cormer of>the
block a street band was playing, and
he was nufrprlsed that he had not no-
ced the fact,
P Very keenly he scrutinized the street
for some aign of a lurking figure, and

bt
Mu‘c saw that the move-

they were mwhluw

aoce be saw & man walk past under

| the figure.

would have cringed at ¢he enlonel's up-
raiswl finger.

“Ob, don't you, Tom?"' snid Boun-
dary softly. *'Come, come, that’'s not
very grateful,”’

vou for?" demanded the man.

“Grateful that you're alive, Tom,"
| #add the colonel and the eervant’s face
went hard.

"*None of that, colonel,'" he retortad,
“you ean't afford to tulk frexh with
me,
sou than you suppose. You think I've
got no brains.'

I know you have bralps, Tom,"

fnifl“the colouel, “‘but you can't use
| em,

| *Can't! eh? 1 haven't been looking
|nfter you for four or five years and
doing your dirty work, eolonel, with-
out picking up a lttle intelligence—
angd a lttle information! You'd look

““Well, Tom,” sald Boundary, ;'mr.u'_ if they put me in the witness

ﬂ.'.‘n‘l al. 0% "
wl ¥ ﬁamn"“'!’."k for i | e was gaining courage at the very
| mildness nf‘rhe man of whom he once

the light of a street lJamp and melt into | stood in terror. o
the shadow of a doorway on the oppo- | 'S80 you've come for the rlcklnus?
site side of the rond. He went into his |«ald the colonel, ignoring the threat.
bedroom and brought back a pair of |“Well, help yourself."

night glasses, and focused them upon He went to the eldeboard, poured
himself out a lttle whisky and sat down

He chuckled and went out of the flat | by the window to wateh the man search,
into the street, turning southward. He | Tom pulled open another drawer and
i1d not go far, huowever, belore l@ | closed It again. "
stopped and looked back, and his ya- ““Now look here, colonel,"” he maid;
tience was rewarded by the sight of a | ‘I haven't made so much umncr out of
figure crossing the road and entering |this business as you have. Things are

@ building he had just left. yretty bad with me, and T thin the

The colonel gave him time, and then lonut you can do is to gvo'mo some-
retraced his steps. He took off his |thine te remembee you by.'
buots In the wvestibule and went up- The colonel did not answer. Ap-
stairs quietly, He was halfway up |parently his thnushu were wandering.
wlen he heard the soft thud of his own “Tom,” he sald after u while, "do
dovr closing and grinned again,  He | you remember three months a nlr!rlmsht
yive the intruder time to get inside |q lot of old movlnupirture Tma?
before he, too, inserted his key, and, “'Yen. I remember,'" sald the man,
turning it without n sound, came into | surprised at the chaur og subject.
the darkened ball. There was a light | “\What's that to do with 1t?" .
in his reom, and he heard the sound of ““There were about ten boxes, weren't
a drawer being pulled open, Then he | there?" -
gripped the handle, and. flingthg the | ¢'A dozen, more llk‘-ly. #aid the man
door offen, ute‘:pml in. The mon who | impatiently, ‘‘Now look bhere, colonel,
was looking through the desk sprang |[——'"'
up in affright.

Ans Boundary had suspected, It was
his former butler, the mun who had
deserted him the day before without a
word. He was a big, heavy-jowled man
of powerful build, and the momentary
Iooeoot fright melted to & leer at the
sight of the colonel's face,

“"Well, Tom," said Boundary plens-
antly, ‘‘come back for.the pick uqu?"

“Bomething like that, guv'nor,"’ sid
the other. ‘‘You don't blame me?"’

“['ve been pretty good to you, Tom,"*
sald the colonel.

“Ugh! 1 don't know that I've any-
thing to thank you for."

Hexe was & man who a month before

“Walt a moment, Tom. T'll discuss
your share when you've given me a 1t-
tle help. Meeting you here—by the
way, saw you out of the window,
skulking on the other aide of the street
—has given me an idea. Where did yon
put those films?"’

The man grinned.

“iAre you starting a moving-pleture
company, colonel?"’ ,

“‘Homething like that,"’ replied Boun-
dary: “'it was the band that gave me
the idea really, Do you hear what an
infernal nolse that deum mokes?

The man made a gesture of impa-

"'«'5%{-‘1.;; u. it you waut?'' be asked.
.

“What have I got to be grateful to |

I know a great denl more about |

“If you want the film, I put it in my
pantry, underneath the sllver cupbonrd.
I suppose now that the partnership's
broken up you don't object to me tak-
ing the silver? 1 might be starting a
little house of my own,"

“‘Certainly, certainly, you ean take
the silver,'” wsald the colonel genlally.
“Bring me the film."

The man was hall way out of the
room when he turned round,

“"No tricks, mind you," Le said, “no |

doing funny business when wy back's |
turned."
“I shall not move from the chair,|
Tom. You don't seem to trust me,'” |
The ex-valet mnde two journcys be-

fore he depqsited a dozen shallow tin
boxes on the desk.

““There they are,”’ he sald,
tell me what's the game."’

“First of all,’”" said the colonel,
“‘were you serlous when you suggested
that you know something about me that
would be worth a lot to the police?
There goea that drum again, Tom. Do
vou know what use that drum s to
me?!l

“I don't know,”” replied thsa man.
“0f course I meant what I sald, And
what's this stuff about the drum?®"

“*"Why, the people in the street can

hear nothing when that's going,'' said
the colonel softly,

“Now

Gwan to Bed Story

+"  —By 1. P. McEVOY

S8CAR CANARY'S

Omae upon a time, dear children,
there was a mouse named Mrs, Chris-
topher Mouse, who lived with her hus-
band Christopher in a hole under the
stage of Orchestra Iall. Nanturally
they had a senson ticket to all the
concerts and soon hecame passionately
fond of them. As the months went by
they became mora and more npprecl-
ative of the finer points and delighted in

the newer and more radical symphonies.

i(Johnnr. get off the piano,)

—_—

UT one day the maternal Instinet

overwhelmed Mre.  Christopher
Mouse and together with Mr. Chris-
topher Mouse they moved from Or-
chestra  Hall to a small apartment
nearby where n nest wns contrived and
a small family of mice was procured
from n nearby Mouse Stork. Unfor-
tunately In the same apanrtment there
lived a canary bird who sang all day
long. You might wonder th: daddy
ml! unfortunately when we all know the
Christopher Mouses loved musie.
the eanary bird—his name was Osear
Canary—sang only the towdriest pop-
ular canary songa and ballads, such ax
“I'ye Got the Cuttle Bone Blues' und
such things. Naturally the Christopher
Mouses, who had lived on symphonles
for months, couldn't stand it, and gince
Oscar Canary wouldn't stop, Chris-
topher Mouse to revenge himself used to
steal into Oscar's cnge at night and
swipe all his birdseed,

F COURSE, dear children, that was

naughty, and Ogear swore he'd be
rovenged, which wns also nnughty,
Aa;. sure enough, Osear's chance came,
A man appenred in the apartment one
day and Oscar overheard him talking
with the mistress. Bome about

REVENGE : |

But |

i

I

|
|
|
|

|
|
I
’tuﬂ many mice and we'll leave some of
| this around for them. Aha, sald Oscar
Canary, if he leaves anything around
for the Christopher Mouses I'll take It
myself nnd be revepged on them, And
the thought made him 8o happy he imme-
| diately began singing at the top of his

voice, “I Want to Go Back to My Dear
{Old Mammy in the Canary lslands.'’

ND, dear children, that veyy night

while Christopher Mouse was re-
venging himself on Oscar Canary by
sneaking Into his cage and stealing his
| birdseod, Oscar was revenging himself
| on Christopher by stealing the food the
man left for Christopher to eat. But,
nlas for Owcnr, the food the man left
was POISON, es, polson, and ft
killed poor Oscar deader than a salted
h"ﬂ‘:n" i 1 to thi

ere in A moral to this story, de
children. (Dorothy, don't let th{l Im;;
throw the plann out the window. Some.
body may be passing on the street,)
The moral 1s, it does not pay to ba re-
vengeful, unless you are a mouse
That's all, Gwan to bed. '

He put his hand in the inside of his
coat, as though searching for a pocket-
book, and so quick was he that the man,
leaning over the table, did not gee the
weapon that killed him, Three times
the colonel fired. The man slid in an
inert heap to the ground.

"Might as well be hung for a sheep
as a lamb, Tom,"”.eald the colonel,
replacing the weapon, and turning the
body over; he took the scarfpin from his
own tie and fastened it iu that of the
dead man. Then he took his watch and
chain from bis pocket and slipped them

In the waistcoat pocket of the other,
He bad a signet ring on his little finger,
and this he transferred to the finger
of the limp figure.

Then he betfun opening the boxes of
old films and twisted their contents
about the floor, pinning them to the
curtning, twining them about the legs
of the chairs, all the time whistling.
He found n candle in the butler's pantry
and planted it with a steady hand in
the beap of celluloid colls, This he
lighted with arout care and went out,
closing the door softly behind him.
Halt an hour later Albermarle Place
was blocked with fire engines and a
dozen hoees were playing in vain upon
the roaring furnace behind the gutted
:l:‘nl:.e of Colonel Dan Boundary's resl-

Stafford Kthg was an early caller nt
Duulhhty street, and Maisie knew, both
by the unusual hour of the visit and
by the gravity of the visitor, that some-
thlul.lg'ul.ranrdinurr had happened.

o3 \;felil&!llﬁluloa' be said, “‘that's the
OUndaAr p—
l. .f}fl'ltl-é"" ¥ gang—the colouel
end?’ she said, open-eved.

‘“We don't know wkat han pened, but
the theory 1 that e shot hrmnpl{ and
net fire to the house. 'I'he body was
found in the ruins, and I wan nble to
identify some of the djewalry-—-you re-
umr:-TstéE tl;:dpolicl had it when he was

. we kept a s
it for future rul’orar?r-n." Pacialmate; of
E"‘l?h heaved a long sigh,
at's over at last, It s
of a nightmare,"” she sald, *'a h?r'i-i;?e'l
horrlh.!e nightmare., I wonder W
.:;\ hat do ylnru wnoder?'"
wonder this is also t
Jack o' Judgment,” she rq:';i.ed“d"s:
t\'vrl;;t‘h:; j:: timri.llmcu:mtlnue working to
stice those peo
I"'.".}f""n"" to;xchk." People whem'the
eaven only knows,'' aal
“but I'll admit that Jack o'dJlt!J:insﬁ):gi
has been & mont useful person so fur
48 we are concerned, Wo should never
have collected Pinto or Belby, or even
the colonel, hut for Jack, By the u‘;ﬁ*.i

:?:lﬂ"‘ is, no news of Crewe and the

—

To be conitnued N
Copyrioht, MoCilure 3:-9:"".2"“']?5‘1“\:0

Uncommon Sense,

Counterfeit Intentions "
BY JOWN BLAKE

HE old-fashioned preacher usd

tell his congregation that hell W
paved with good intent{ons.

Perhaps a few genuinely good
tions do now and then find thele
to the heated floors which the old
breather used to depict. !

But it takes considerable analysie
determine whether an intention 18
or not,

1f they could be candled, like
some that appear even to the ¢
to be sound, would turn out 1
counterfelt.

As a rule if one really means to

just and fair, no matter at what 69§
he will be,

F HE merely thinks he means t %

these things, he will be very S
discouraged in carrrinT out hig JOES
tlons, whieh Is sufficient prod
they were bogus. ‘.

It s easy for a child asked ¢uN
dinner to suy that he isn't going ®,

for a secon ece of cake, or ¢V&U
wistfully at the cake plate as it 148
passed, Lo

But when the cake i3 actuls
front of him and appetite 1s ERERE
within, he finds out that his inb
were not the real thing, and
gets the cake, i

The boy who Is told not to §o S¥E
ming thinks, as he solemnly vows B
he will not, that be is perfectly
about it,

e

UT somewhere down deep withis

is the convictlon that if ﬂum
hot enough, and the other boy®
srlillln. he ;vm m:d nlong, an
explain it afterward.

T\n intentlon that is not 100 per
proof is not & good intention, Any W
then a five-dollar bill which is
solutely genuine 1s ¢ good bill.

The intention that will be .
mutter how it hurts, is ¢ good I
and none of these serve for noring!
any of the places of future exlltlllﬁ_l

E ARE largely a solf-decW®
race., What we think we MS
do 18 not alwnys whot we roally 55
to do,
To be perfeetly honest with ourses
{s the mot dlffienlt thing in 1de.
Yet it is a quallty which
for success than slmost any '

Copuright, 1010 .



